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The fJiftorie of 

Hoi. That Roane Ihal be my throne. Well, I will baclce him 
ftraight. Ejperance, bid Hut Ur lead hint foortli into fhe parke. 
La. BucfieareyottmyLorcfi 
Hot. Whatfaieft thoumy Lady?. 

La. What is it carries yotraway? 

Hot. Why, my hor fe (my lone) my horfe . 

La. Out you mad-headed ape,a weazel hath not fuch a dealt 
of fpleene, as you aretoft with. Infaith lie know your bufines 
Harry, that I will : I feare,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
his title, & hath fent for you to line his enterprife,but if you go 
Hot. So far a foote, I (hall be weary, loue. 
Z^.Come^omCjyouParaquito^nfweremedireftlyjVnto this 
qyeftion that 1 fhal askerin faith lie break thy lit tie finger Har- 
ry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifler, loucj Haue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate, this is no world 
To play with niammets, and to tilt with lips, 

Wc muft haue bloudic nofes, and crackt crownes> 
Andpaflcthcmcurranttoo : gods memy horfe. 

What faift thou Kate\ what wouldft thou haue with m; ? 

La Do you not loue me? do you not indeede? 

Wei, do not then? for fines youloutme not,. 

I will not loue my felfe. Do you notloue me?. 

Nay, tel me. if you fp.eake in ieaft, or no? 

Hot. Cornewiltthoufecmeride ?• 

And when I am a.horfc back, ! will fweare, 

I loue thee infinitely. EfUtharke you Kate, 

I muft not haue you henceforth, quefhonme? 

Whither 1 go : nor reafen whereabout. 

Whither JLaiwft, I muft : and to conclude, 

This eueningmuft .I leauc you Gentle Kate. 

I know you wife, but yet.no farther wife, 

Then Harry Percy cs wife, conftant you are, 

But yet a woman, and for fccrccy, 

NoLady.ebfcr.for 1 willbelceue, 

Thou wilt not v-tter what thou doft not know : 

And fo farcwill I truft thee, gencl tKate. 

La. How, fo far / 


Benrie the fourth. 

.Hot. Not an inch further: but harke you Kate, 

Whither I goe, thither fhall you goc too : 

To day wifi I let foorth, to morrow you : 

Will this content you Kate? 

; Lady . It muft of force. Exeunt. 

J l. f-n P jp . Enter Prince and Point*. 

Prince. Ned, prethce comtfoutof that fat roome, and lend 
mee thy hand to laugh a little. 

‘Point* Where haft been Hal? 

Prin. With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft three or 
fourc fcore Hogs-heads. I haue founded the very bafe ftring of 
Humilitic. SirraJ am fwornc Brother to a leafih of Drawers, 6c 
can call them al! by their Chriftian names, as Tow,Dtcke, and 
Francis: they take it already vpon their faluation,that though I 
be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the King o ffurtefe) and tell mee 
flatly , I am not proud lac^, like Falfialjfe\ but a (forinthian, a lad 
ofmcttalfagood Boy, (by theLord fo they call me) and when 
lam England, I /ball commandeail the good Lads in 

Eaficheape. They call drinkingdeepe, dying Scarlet 5 and when 
you breath in your watring, they cry hern, and L id you play it 
off.To conclude, I am fo goodaproficientin one quarter or an 
houre-that I can drinke with any Tinker in his ow ns language 
during my life. I tell thee Ned, thou haft loft much honour, that 
thou wert not with me in this action ; but fweet Ned) tofwce- 
ten which name of Ned, lgiue thee this peniworth of Sugar, 
clapttuennow intomy hand by an vnder Skinker, one that 
neuerfpake other Enghfh in his life, then Fight fhilhnges asidfxe 
pence) and, Ton are Welcome, vyijth this {brill addition. Anon , anon 
fir\ shore a Pint of 'Baftardin the Halfe moone, or fo. But Ned, to 
driue away time till Falfaljfe come,! prethee doe thou ftand in 
fomebyroome, while i queliion my puny Drawer, to what 
end hegaueme the Sugar,and doe newer leauc calling Francis, 
that his tale tome may be nothing but, Anon : lleppc afidc, 
and He drew thee aprefent. 

Poines. Francis . 
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*Trince. Thou artperfeft. 

Paines. Francis. Enter T)rawrr. 

Fr* t Anon, anon fir jlooke aowne into the Pomgarnet, 

D 2 Prince. 




